Novelist Makes Visit to Camp “Somewhere in
* England” and Observes Last Part of

Soldiers’ War Course.

far as the eys could see, with never &
living thing to break the monotony.
But presently, as our car lurched and
splashed upcn its way. thers ross &
sound that grew and grew, the awe-
some sound of countless marching

Teel.

On they came, these marching men,
until we could see them by the hun-
dred, By the thousand, thelr serried
ranks stretching away and away un-
til toey wers lost in distance. BScots
were here, Lowland and Highland;
English and Irish were here, with
bronzed New Zealanders, adventurous
Canadians, and hardy Australians;
men, these, who had come joyfully
mcross hal? the worl@ to fight, and,

more lachrymose, an’ our jiquid fire is
quite top-hole—won't go out till it
burns out—rather no! Bo Frightful
Frits is licked at his own dirty game.
I'va tried his, ludjd‘n tried ours, an’
I know."

Here the sergeant murmured defer-
entially into the sub’s ear, whereupon
he beamed yet again and nodded.
“Everything's quite ready'" he an-
nounced. *“So If you're on™'

After a ntary b tion 1 sig-
nified I was, whereupon our sub grew
1 ly busy testing sundry ugly

if need be, d%e for those jdeals which
have made the Empire the greatest
and mightiest this world has ever
known,

Tramp of Marching Men. -

And as 1 listened to the rhythmic
tramp of these countiess feet, It seem-
ed ke the voice of this vast Em-
pire proclaiming to the world that
wrong and injustice must cease among
the natiens; that man, after all, de-
spite all the frightfulness that warped
Intelligence may conceive, Is yet
faithful to the highest in him, faith-
ful to that deathless, purposeful de-
termination that right shall endure,
the abiding belief of which has
brought him up through the ages,
through blood and misery and shame,
or his progress ever upward.

Sp, while these men of the Empire
tramped past through blinding rain
and wind, our car pulled up before a
row of Jow-lying wooden bulldings
whence presently issued a tall man
in rain-sodden trench cap and bur-
berry who looked at me with a pair
of very dark. bright eyes and gripped
my hasd in hearty clasp.

He was apologetic because of the
rain, since, as he informed me, he had
just ordered all men to their quarters,
and thus I should see nothing doing
in the trajning line: nevertheless he
cheeffully offered to show me over
the camp, despite mud and wind and
rain, and to explain things as fully
as he could: whereupon 1 as cheer-
fully accspted.

The wind whistled about us, the rain
pelted us, but the major heeded It
rothing—neither did I—while K
lrudly congratulated himself on hav-
ing come in waders and waterproof
hat as, through mud and mire,
through puddles and clogging sand,
wva followed the major's long boots,
crossing bare plateaus, climbing pre-
vipitous slopes, leaping trenches, slip-
ving and stumbling, And ever the
major talked; wherefore I heeded not
wind or rain, for the major talked
well.

He descanted on the new and hor-
ribly wvicious methods of bayonet
fizhting—the quick thrust and lghtning
recover; struggling with ma upon a
sandy. rain-swept height, he showed
me how, in wrestling for your oppo-
nent’s rifle, the bayonet is the thing.
He halted us before devilish contri-
vances of barbed wire, each different
from the other, but each just as ugly.
He made us peep through loop-holes
each and every one different from the
other, yet each and every one skilfully
hidden from an enemy’s obeservation.
We stood beside trenches of every
shape and kind while he pointed out
their good and bad points. He brought
us to a place where dummy figures
had been set up, their rags a-flutter,
forlorn ohjects in the rain.

The Bombing School.

“There,” sald he, “is where we
teach ‘em te throw live bombs. You
can see where they've been exploding
—dummies look a bit off-color, dom't
they ** And he pointed to the ragged
scarecrows with his whip. “You
know, 1 suppose,” he continued, “‘that
& Mill's bomb is quite safe as long as
you hold it; bdbut the moment it is
loosed the lever flies off, which re-
leases the fring-nesdle, and in a few
seconds it explodes. It's surprising
how men Vary; some are born momb-
ers, some soon learn, but some
couldn't be bombers if they tried—
not that they're cowards; it's just a
cass of mentality. I've seen men take
hold of a bomb, pull out the pin, and
then stand with the thing clutched in

their fingers, absolutely unable to
move! And there they'd stand till
Lord knows when [f the sergeant

didn’'t take it from them.

“I remember a queer case once. We
were saving the pins to rig up dummy
bombs and the order was: “Take the
bomb in your right hand, remove the
pin, . put the pin in your pocket. and
at the word of command throw the
bomb.” Well, this particular fellow
was &0 wrought up that he threw
away the pin and put the bomb in
his pocket'™

“Was he killed?” T asked.

“No. The sergeant just hnd time
to dig the thing out of .the man's
pocket and thcow it away. Bomb
exploded in the air and knocked ‘em
both flat.”

“Did the sergeant get the V. C. or
M. C. or anything?" I inquired.

The major smiled and shook his
bhead. I have a good many sergeants
here and they can't all have ‘em!
Now come and see my lecture thea-
ters™

Lecture Theaters.

Presently, looming through the rain,
1 saw huge circular structures that I
could make nothing of, until, entering
the Iarger of the two, I stopped in
surprise, for I looked down into a
huge, circular amphitheater with cir-
ecular rows of seats descending tier be-
low tier to a circular floor of sand,
vpr)ruﬁm and hard,

can with his whip.
with sand and stacked as you see!

major led us over sandy hills and
along sandy valleys and so to a dingy
and weatherworn hut, In whose dingy
we found a bright-faced sub-

i
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grey flannel gas helmets fitted with
staring eye-pleces of talc and with' a
hideous snout In frent.

Gas Mask Tesat.

Having duly fitted on these clumay
things and buttoned them well under
our coat collars, having shown us how
we must breathe out through the
mouthpiece, which acts as a kind of
exhaust, our sub donned his own head-
plece, through which his cherry voice
reached me in muffled tones:

“You'll feel a kind of ticklin' feelin'
in the throat at first, but that's all O.
K.—only the chemical the fannel's
saturated with. Now follow me please,
an’ would you mind runnin'?—the
rain’s apt to weaken the solution.
This way!™

Dutifully we hastened after him,
plowing through the wet sand until
Wea came to a heavily timbered door-
way that seemingly opened into the
hiliside. and beyond this yawning
doorway [ saw a thick, greenish-yel-
low mist, a fox exactly the color
of strong absinthe: and then we were
in . K—'s tall figure grew blurred,
indistinct, faded utterly away, and
I was alone amid that awful, swirling
vapor that held death In such agoniz-
ing form,

1 will confess 1T was not happy; my
throat was tickling provokingly, 1
began to cough, and my windpipe
feit too small. 1 hastened forward,
but, even as I went, the light grew
dimmer and the swirling fog more
dense. 1 groped blindly, began to
run, stumbled, and In that moment
my hand came in contact with an
unseen rope. On 1 went into gloom,
into blackoess, until I was presently
aware of my companiong In front and
mightily glad of it

In a while, still following this in-
visible rope, we turned a corner, the
fog grew less opaque, thinned away
to a green mist, and we were out in
the daylight again, and thankful was
[ to wipe off my stifling helmet and
feel the clean wind In my hair and
the beat of the rain upon my face.

“Notice the ticklin' feelin'?" In-
quired our sub as he took our hel-
mets and put them carefully by. “Bit
tryin’ at first, but you soon get used
to i{t—yes, rather. Some of the men
funk tryin' at first—and some hold
their breath until they fairly well
burst, an’ some won't go in at all, so
wa carry ‘em in. That gas you've
tried Is about twenty times stronger
than we get it in the open, but these
helmets are a rippin’ dodge—till the
chemical evaporates; then of course
they're no earthly. This is the latest
device—quite a top-hole scheme!™

Explodes Gas Bomb.

And he showed us a box-like con-
trivance which, when in use, is slung
around the neck.

quired.

“Every day, yes, rather!"

“For how long™"'

“Five hours!" I exclaimed aghast.

“Well, I stayed In once for five
hours on end—"

“Y'see, 1 was experimentin.

“And didn't you feel any bad ef-
fects?"

“Yes, rather! 1 was simply dyin’
for a smoke. Like to try a lachry-
matory?” he inguired, reaching up to
a certaln dingy box. .

“Yes,” sald I, glancing at
“Oh, yes, of—"

“Only smart for the time bein’
our sub assured me. “Make you weep
a bit!" Here from the dingy box
he fished a particularly viclous-look-
ing bomb and fell to poking it with
j the screw driver. 1 Immediately
stepped back. So did K— The Major

K—.

pulled his mustathe and ficked a
chunk of mud from his boot with
his whip.

“gr—I suppose the thing s all
right™ he inquired.

“0Oh, yes, quite all right sir, quite
all right,” nodded the sub, using the
screw as s hammer. “Only wants
a little fixing."

As 1 watched that deadly
tor the second time 1 felt distinetly
unhappy; however, the refractory pin,
or whatever it was, being fixed to his
satisfaction, our sub led the way out
of the dingy hut, and going some
few paces ahead, paused.

“I'm going to give you a Ilqulﬂ
fire bomb, first!” sald he. “Watch!

He drew back his hand and hurled
the bomb. Almost immediately there
was a shattering report and the air
was full of thick gray smoke and
yellow flame, smoke that rolled heavily
along the ground towards us, flame
that burned ever, flery yellow tongues
that leaped from the sand here and
there, that v:lmod ::.tha wind-gusts,
but never diminish

“Stoop down!" cried the sub, sult-
¢ that
down and get a mouthful of a
smoke—makes you jolly sick and un-
ronscious in mo time If you get enm';!h
of it. Top-hole bomb, that—what!

he brought us where those

the moment the sand was kicked away
lup they lesped again fiercer than
ever.
“We use 'em for bombing Boche
dugouts now!™ said he. And, remem-
bering the dug-outs I had seen,
ecould picture the awful fate of those
the fumes, the fire-

sub, another bomb from his
poc “When It pops, run forward
and get in the smoke. It'll sting a
bit, but don't rub the tears away—
let ‘em flow. Don't touch your eyes,
'l only Inflame ‘em—just weep!
Ready—one, two, three!”

“Are you often in the gas?™ 1 in-|

thing. |

-—

Damon and

‘Pyaxias

- 1
tears gushing over my cheeks, blind|
and agonized, I stumbled away from
that hellish vapor. Very soon the
pain dimirished, was gone and, look-
ing up through streaming tears, 1
beheld the sub nodding and beaming |
approval. |

“Useful things, eh?" he remark-|
ed. “A man can't shed tears and
shoot stralght, an’ he can't weep |
and fight well both at the same |
time—what? Fritz can be \-oryl
frightful, but we can be more!
when we want—yes, rather. Thel
Boches have learned that there's
no monoply in Frightfulness.™

In dues season we shook hands
with our cheery sub and left him
beaming after us from the thres-
hold of the dingy hut.

Britain has been called slow, old-
fashioned, and behind the times,
but today she is awake, and at
work to such mighty purpose that
her once small army is now num-
bered by the milllon—an army sec-
ond to none in equipment or hardy
and dauntless manhood.

From her Home Counties, from
the Empire beyond seas her mil-
lions have arisen, brothers in arms
henceforth, bonded together by a
spirit of noble gelf-sacrjific—men
grimly determined to suffef wounds!
and hardship and death itself, that!
for those who come after them the
world may be a beiter place and
humanity may never again be call-
ed upon to etdure all the agony
and heartbreal of this generation.

U-BOAT CHIEF KILLS
FIANGEE AND FATHER

|Fired Fatal Shot Into Bark Before
Wrecking with Torpedo.

New York, Aug. 26—How a cap-
tain of a German U-boat unwittingly
killed his Norwegian sweetheart, her
father and brother, who were on a
ship he torpedoed, is a story told by
survivors of another sinking, that of
the American bark Artensus,

Capt. Wimborn, of the Artensus,
knew the U-boat commander before
the war and on his last trip, when
he was torpedoed, he was taken be-
fore the chief of the submarine. They
recognized each other and when Capt.
Wimborn asked his friend what had
become of the girl he was engaged
to the German burst into tears,

The U-boat commander took him:
to his cabin, showed him a half hun-
dred photographs of the girl and
then told him the story. A short
time previous it had been necessary
for him to fire a shell at a small
schooner before ripping it to pleces
with a torpedo. The schooner hap-
pened to be that of the girl's father,
with her father, brother and herself
on board. A splinter from the shell
killed the girl; her father wns also
slain by the shot and when her
brother, who was taken to the sub-
marine, recognized his sister's lover
|l1a reproached him and then, on at-

tacking him, was knocked into the
sea by a German sallor and did not
reappear.

JEAN BEDINT BRINGS
CLEVER SHOW HERE

"Puss-Puss Company” Opens Week's
Engagement at the Gayety.
Jean Bedini, famed as a juggler and
well known to the threatrical world
a8 “The Turnip Man,"” opened a week's
engagoment yesterday at the Gayaty
Theater with his ‘“‘Puss-Puss Com-
pany."” Although Bedini claims to be
striving to save In artistic simplicity
instead of the extravagane which
characterizes all Broadway musical
shows, he has gone the limit of bur-
lesque, and presents a company of
forty artists equal to those of any

musical comedy now on the road.

Sacked by an girlie whirl of musical
merriment, Bobby Clark and Paul Me-
Cullough, in the leading comedy roles,
bring forth a riot of laughter on each
appearance. The two-act comedy in
five scones, entitled “Somewhers Here,”
afford Clark and McCullough and the
other principals plenty of opportunities
to show thelr ability,

Bedini's ahow is & new one this sea-
son and stand=s far above other offer-
ings In burlesque with its all-round
comedy and entertalnment. The
chorusr, which {2 made up of charming.

shapely girle. is the best that has been |
tmeen at the Gavety Theater this sea-

son. Thelr nimbleness and wiliingness
to put over the various duncing acts
with plenty of “pep” and speed makes
them a big favorite with the audience.

What Bedinl has left out of his pro- |

duction in extravagance he has made
up with fun and musical punches,
Clark and McCullough are real come-
dians, with a great line of pew stuff,
whila their new parodies brought sev-
eral encores.

These stars are supported by Bob
Harmon and George Brooks in great
style. Harmon and Brooks offer quité
a little effort to the comedy of the en-
tertainment, while each show dancing
steps above the ordinary.

Eila Golden and Marie Sabbott. in
the soubrette parts, proved to be a
pair of the best dancers and singers
that burlesque can boast of, while
Helen Lorayne contributes a few se-
lections to the musical numbers which
make a big hit. “The Devil and His
Temptations,” put over by Miss Lor-
ayne, is one of the best acts of Its
kind that has ever been seen here,

The catchy music and punchy com-
edy keeps up the merriment of the
three hours' entertainment and marks
it one of the best productions on the
Eastern burlesque wheel today,

TO CONFISCATE BARRELS.

Berlin, Aug. 3%.—The German fed-
eral council has ordered the confisca-
tion of all barrels which are not al-
ready in the possession of the army
and navy administrations or the ecivil
authoritles, A census of barrela is
now being made. The awners will re-
ceive full market value,

A Clea;Complexion

Most every woman wants

can have it at a trifling cost.

to overcome.

dred little
Sc. Sold by

May Be Yours, If You Take E-Z
Tablets

a nice, clear complexion and

Constipation in women is increasing to an alarming extent,
and this causes a poor circulation, which accounts for yellow,
muddy, pimply complexions which so many women are trying

E-Z Tablets is the one dependable remedy for bad com-
plexions. They act on the liver and bowels like calomel, yet
‘lhnuhumnfmdmmymwum

off the impurities that get into the blood. They will surely clear
up even the most distressing condition quickly and tone up the
entire system, giving a pure, fresh, ruddy skin.

They are easy to take—absolutely pure—and will cure
| that constipation make you feel and look fine. One hun-
tablets cost 25c. Sample ‘package,

O’DONNELL’S DRUG STORES
- And All Other Druggists

S Rty v £t el

GERMANS TO TAX CATS.

Berlln, Aug. X —Beveral German
communes intend taxing cats in order
that those who are unwilling to pay
the taxes may be enabled to surrender
them to the communal slaughter
houses, A number of slaughter houses
have been orgainzed for cat meat,

seif in regard to the cases of married
nin M

Orden] for Married Men.
“Members of exemption
throughout the nation are memgwith
large hea and sympathies. The

E

women Wers able to take care of
themselves and their children in case
they were mothers.

“The country will approve with deep
gratitude everything the President
may do to hold the home together,
consistent with the country's interest
President Wilson has shown himself

solicitude for the welfare of the
American home will be one more tie
that will bind him close to the hearts
of the American people,

“There {5 unanimity of opialon In our
land that the first draft, at least,
should fall so far as possiblé on single
men. The home is the nation's sacred
institution, and so far asx possible we
must hold it together. The safety of
the nation lies in the security of the
home. No nation can be great that
does not emphasize the home idea. We
should let the war Interfere with the
home life of our peopie only so far as
necessary, but on the other hand the
home should ever stand ready to make
any sacrifice however great for the
welfare of the nation™

The newly-elected Congressman of
the First North Dskota district was
elected as “the farmers’ candidate”
on a Eociallst platform opposed to the
war,

'|No “All-Prize”

of It Yet.
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tered you in the race and you have
been asleep on the job, nmow Ia the
time for you to arouse yoursell and
get on the warpath. A few hours
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Catch Leaders.
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Navy League Donates
Clothes to Soldi

The United States Navy League
yesterday d 25 plete com-
fort sets to the ambulance encamp-
ment at Allentown.

Today 300 more sets will be senl
The set comprises muffiers, swealers,
and helmets, made in response 10 a |
special request from the commanding |
officer at Allentown. Another ship-|
ment of 50 will be sent direct "o
France hy September 1. Further ship-
ment will follow as rgpidly s pos-
sible.

Gilbert Entertains Friends.
Privates Ormond Jennings, Joseph,
Byer, Herbert Thomas and Thomas
Dolan, members of the 1léth Regi-
ment, formerly the Tenth Regiment.
of Albany, X. Y. now stationed st
Camp Meade, were guesits of Earl

canning ecenters, war
Elate

Community

| garden fairs., Indian schools, |

and county falrs are rushing applica-
tions for a share in the K00 in
prizes that is being offered by the
National Emergency Food Garden
Commiagion for the best canned vege-
tables grown fn war gardens, accord-
ing 1o the review of the first week's I
campalgn made public yesterday by
P. £ Ridsdale, secretary.

“We bhave apportioned an even 1%
grizes and a national certificats of
merit,)' sald Charles Lathrop Park
“Every Indian school in the country
has filed application which has been
granted. There will be 1000 prizes
and these will be awarded to the first l
1.0y organizations fillmg. We have ap-
portloned prizes 1o the Thompson |
Public School here, and to fair organ- i
izations in pearly every Eiate in the
couptry.” .

.

Gllhert, of Florida avenue, a former
Albanian, Friday of last week.

Ttaly is using volcanic heat to warm

lhvr houses and light her cities
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August 8, 1917.
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sonal letter of thanks.
Faithfully yours,

HERBERT HOOVER.

My Dear Sirs: 1 appre-
ciated the cartoon, “T'd Like
Just One Nip at the Leg of
the Man Who Started This
Yell Against the Housewives
Food,’
which I had the pleasure of
seeing in The Washington
Herald of July 19. I wish
to thank you for co-opera-
tion. We all know the won-
derful value of cartoons in
reflecting public sentiment,
as well as molding public

I would appreciate the
name of the cartoonist, as

| desire to send him a per-

National Food

HERBERT HOOVER

Administrator

LIKES ’EM
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The HERALD
in Washington
carries the most
of the best cartoons
and special
features.
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“I'd Like Just One Good Nip at the Leg of the Man Who Started This Yell
Against the Housewives Throwing Away Food.”

(Reproduced from The Washington Herald, Thursdar, July 18, 1%17)
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